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6 4E RECITATIVE. 

THE balmy zephyrs breath'd their ſore, 
And way'd the gentle breeze; 

The buſy day of toil was o'er, 


} And Nature ſought for caſe. . } 
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A bluſhing roſe I found, 
Waſting its odours in the air, 
Its ſweetneſs on the ground. 


Sweet flow'r, I cry*d, how ſhort thy bloom! 
And ſnatch'd it to my breaſt; 

Here may*'ſt thou ſhed thy laſt perfume, 
And find eternal reſt. 


© Yet no,—to Delia's boſom ſteal, * 
Who boaſts her youthful prime, 
And tell her plainly that her charms 
Too ſoon muſt fade like thine, 


While I thy fate deplore! 
And mark with ſorrow at thy doom my 
That thou ſhalt bloom no more 


Nee See ere ng 


q 
Then on her boſom breathe the laſt, 3 f | 
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